OUR  COMPLIMENTS 


TO 

THE  SCHOOLS 
OF 

MONTAGUE 


Keith  Paper  Company 
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THIS  STORE  TRIES  TO  MERIT 
YOUR  DAILY  PATRONAGE 

WE  MEASURE  the  worth  of  our  merchandise 
by  the  standard  of  quality  and  desire  to 
maintain  and  merit  your  patronage  solely 
because  of  the  recognized  superiority  of  our  goods 
and  service.  It's  impossible  for  the  element  of  risk  to 
enter  into  your  purchases  here,  as  there  is  a guaran- 
tee back  of  everything  we  sell  that  protects  you, — a 
standard  of  quality  to  maintain  that  insures  lasting 
satisfaction,  and  promotes  your  entire  confidence  in 
this  store. 

John  Wilson  & Co. 

Department  Store,  Greenfield,  Mass. 


F.  Martineau  &.  Son 

GENERAL 

CONTRACTORS 

TURNERS  FALLS,  MASS. 
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FRANKLIN  COUNTY 

LUMBER  CO. 

CURTIS  WOODWORK 

MILLERS  FALLS 

GREENFIELD 

SOUTH  DEERFIELD 

COMPANY 

NORTHAMPTON 

M.  BAKER 

FURNITURE  STORE 

MILLERS  FALLS,  MASS. 

Quality  Plus  Service  Equals 
Satisfaction 

Tel.  171-3  Thirai  St. 

Compliments  Of 

Compliments  Of 

Girard  & Carter 

GEM  MARKET 

DRY  GOODS 

Quality  Meats  and  Sea  Food 

Turners  Falls 

J.  J.  Gerard,  Prop. 

KENNEDY  & 

SCHLEGEL 

Compliments  of 

Plumbing,  Tinning  and  Steam 

GREENFIELD 

Fitting 

LAUNDRY  CO. 

37  Third  Street 

BE  CONSISTENT 


NETOP  ADVERTISERS 


3 


'‘If  it’s  the  Best  Guiow  Bros. 
Have  It” 

GULOW  BROTHERS 

Allen  & Woodworth  Co. 

275  Main  Street 

EVERYTHING 
IN  MUSIC 

Turners  Falls,  Mass. 

RADIOS  — PHONOGRAPHS 

COUTURE  BROS. 

Largest  Supply  of  Paints  and  Wall 
Paper  in  Franklin  County 
10c  to  $1.50  per  Roll 
Picture  Frames  Our  Specialty 

AVENUE  A,  TURNERS  FALLS 

Pianos 

Greenfield, 

Mass. 

SKINNER  & FLAGG 

Jewelers  and  Optometrists 
TURNERS  FALLS,  MASS. 

Compliments  of 

VICTORIA  THEATRE 

KEITH’S  VAUDEVILLE 
GREENFIELD 

Compliments 

of 

McCarthy 

GOTTLIEB  KOCH,  Grocer 

THE  CLOTHIER 

SUEDE  JACKETS 

COMPLIMENTS 

of 

F.  I.  WEBSTER  CO. 

Heavy  Sweaters  and  Fancy 
Flannels 

Shirts  For  Winter  Sports 

Students  and  Friends,  Please  Patronize  Our  Advertisers. 
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MONTAGUE  CITY 
ROD  COMPANY 

Manufacturers  Of 

FISHING  RODS,  REELS, 
Snelled  Hooks,  Leaders,  Etc. 

Montague  City,  Mass. 


Salmon  & Jacobus 

Turners  Falls,  Mass. 

General  Insurance 

Insure  and  Be  Sure 

FIRE  LIFE  AUTO 

USE 

MONTAGUE  COFFEE 

IT  SATISFIES 

W.  E.  PORTER 

69  SECOND  ST. 

STEPHEN  DRAGO 

THE  BOSTON  STORE 

Cigars,  Tobacco  and 

DRY  GOODS 

Confectionery 

AVE.  A,  TURNERS  FALLS,  MASS. 

Avenue  A,  Turners  Falls,  Mass. 

CARNEY’S 

CIGARS,  CIGARETTES  and  CANDY 

COMPLIMENTS  OF 

Mathieu^s  Grocery 

92  THIRD  ST., 

Avenue  A,  Turners  Falls 

TURNERS  FALLS 

PATRONIZE  THE  ADVERTISERS 
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COMPLIMENTS  OF 

COMPLIMENTS  OF 

Schuhle’s  Meat  Market 

W.  V.  GRIESBACH 

BEST  QUALITY  MEATS  AND 
PROVISIONS 

GROCERIES 

Try  Our  Home-Made  Sauer  Kraut 

Fourth  Street,  Turners  Falls 

98  L St.  - Tel.  67-4 

NEIPP  BROTHERS 

COMPLIMENTS  OF 

ALL  KINDS  OF  FOOTWEAR 
FOR  THE  FAMILY 

A.  GREENSPAN 

DRY  GOODS 

166  AVENUE  A 

Avenue  A 

COMPLIMENTS  OF 

THOMAS  BROS. 
Contractors 

L.  A.  TUPPER 
Furniture 

and 

Fourth  Street 

Brick  Manufacturers 

Turners  Falls 

RED  BAND  GARAGE 

W.  S.  CASSIDY 
HUDSON  - ESSEX 

PIERCE  ARROW  CARS 

JOHN  EQUl 

FRESH  HOME  MADE  CANDY  AND 
ICELAND  FRITTERS 
MADE  EVERY  DAY 

Sales  and  Service 
3rd  St.,  Turners  Falls,  Mass. 
415  Federal  St.,  Greenfield 

A.  J.  NIMS,  D.  D.  S. 

DENTIST 

SCATTER  SUNSHINE 
with  Christmas  Cards 

Office:  Bank  Block 

CORNER  BOOK  STORE 

THE  RELIABLE  STORE 

Turners  Falls,  Mass. 

THE  ADVERTISERS  HELPED  YOU 


NETOP  ADVERTISERS 


We’re  Not  Like  the  Sleepy  Bear 

When  a bear  takes  his  winter-long  snooze,  he  lives  off  the 
fat  he  accumulated  in  the  summer. 

Most  business  enterprises  are  like  the  bear.  During  “lean 
years'^  they  draw  from  the  financial  fat  of  more  prosperous 
years. 

But  there  are  no  “fat  years”  in  the  life  of  a public  utility. 
Being  legally  regulated,  it  is  not  permitted  to  accumulate  a sur- 
plus. 

— which  js  one  explanation  of  the  reasonableness  of  rates 
for  public  utility  service. 

TURNERS  FALLS  POWER  AND  ELECTRIC  CO. 

Turners  Falls,  Mass. 


ARTHUR  DAIGNAULT 


Groceries,  Fruits  and  Vegetables 

QUALITY  AND  SERVICE 

91  FIFTH  STREET 


HAVE  YOUR  PRESCRIPTIONS  COMPOUNDED 

AT 

THE  OPERA  HOUSE  PHARMACY 

YOU  WILL  FEEL  BETTER 


COMPLIMENTS  OF  THE 

OPERA  HOUSE  THEATRE 

D.  J.  SHEA,  Manager 


THE  ADVERTISERS  HELPED  YOU 
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In  Memoriam 
of 

MARVIN  KELLS 


He  lived  the  life  of  a pal  good  and  true ; 

He  worked  and  succeeded  each  day; 

He  had  a smile  for  the  ones  that  he  knew, 
And  it’s  always  the  smiles  that  pay. 

He  took  everyone  as  a pal  or  a friend 
And  helped  him  in  time  of  need; 

His  hand  was  always  ready  to  lend, 

And  men  would  follow  where  e’re  he’d  lead. 

He  accomplished  everything  that  was  good. 
And  tried  to  undo  the  bad; 

In  fact  he  always  did  what  he  could 
With  all  the  effort  he  had. 

He  labored  diligently  at  the  forge  of  life. 
And  he  fully  paid  the  price ; 

And  as  a reward  for  his  great  strife 
God  called  him  back  to  Paradise. 


I.  K.  ’26 


TWENTY  THOUSAND  MILES  ABOVE  THE  EARTH 


I passed  my  hand  before  my  eyes 
to  clear  away  the  mist  which  was  be- 
fogging my  senses  and  looked  unbe- 
lievingly at  the  newspaper.  No,  my 
eyes  had  not  been  deceiving  me,  for, 
staring  me  full  in  the  face,  was  the 
most  astounding  advertisement  I had 
ever  read.  With  hands  that  trembled 
I placed  a glassful  of  poison  on  the 
little  table  and  a cold  sweat  broke 
out  on  my  brow  as  I realized  the 
horrible  tortures  I would  have  then 
been  enduring  if  chance  had  not  di- 
rected my  eyes. 

Before  I proceed  farther  let  me 
present  you  with  a bare  outline  of 
my  life.  Born  and  bred  in  the  coun- 
try I had  come  into  the  city,  the 
place  of  quick  fame  and  fortune, 
burning  with  the  fires  of  ambition, 
and  filled  with  visions  of  a speedy 
rise  in  the  financial  world.  Six  long 
and  bitter  months  taught  me  that 
the  city  is  no  place  for  anyone  with- 
out money  and  without  pull.  Long 
and  dreary  were  the  days  when  I 
tramped  the  streets  searching,  be- 
seeching, even  begging  for  odd  jobs. 
I was  finally  ready  to  give  up  the 
hopeless  struggle,  had  been  just  a 
few  moments  ago,  on  the  brink  of  a 
fearful  death  when  grim  Fortune 
turned  up  another  card  and  I found 
that  chance  had  decreed  otherwise. 

The  moment  of  weakness  had  pass- 
ed now  and  I was  strangely  calm.  I 
leaned  forward,  picked  up  the  glass 
and  dashed  it  against  the  wall  lest  I 
should  be  tempted  again.  Then  I 
read  again  those  few  short  lines 
which  had  recalled  me  from  the  port- 
als of  death. — 

WANTED — Young  man  who  is  not 
afraid  to  die.  Dangerous  venture  with 
death  almost  a certainty,  but  fame 


and  glory  are  also  possible.  Apply  in 
person  to  M No 45th  street. 

Hastily  catching  up  my  hat  and 
coat  I rushed  into  the  street.  In  a 
few  moments  I was.  ringing  the  bell 
of  a house,  shabby  looking  in  fact, 
but  having  the  air  of  long-past  re- 
spectability. A young  man  opened  the 
door  and  ushered  me  into  the  pres- 
ence of  the  man  in  whose  hands  I 
was  to  place  my  life.  He  bade  me 
be  seated  and  launched  forth  at  once 
into  a spell-binding  narrative. 

It  was  long  past  midnight  when  he 
finished  and  for  several  minutes  we 
were  silent.  Finally  he  again  broke  the 
silence.  “Think  carefully  before  you 
decide.  It  may  mean  everything  to 
you.” 

I reflected  a moment.  Death?  Yes! 
But  why  not?  There  was  a chance,  a 
slim  chance  to  be  sure  but  why  pass 
out  of  the  world  without  one  more 
fling  at  the  heights  of  fame.  I jump- 
ed to  my  feet  and  flung  out  my  hand 
which  he  grasped  with  fervor. 

“Fine!”  he  said,  “Three  weeks 
from  tomorrow  and  all  your  worldly 
troubles  will  be  over — perhaps!  Qui 
save?” 

Three  weeks  sped  by  all  too  quick- 
ly and  on  a clear  June  morning  I 
found  myself  ready  to  set  off  on  my 
great  adventure.  Dressed  in  the 
strangest  suit  I had  ever  worn,  com- 
pletely encased  from  head  to  foot  in 
an  electrically  heated  outfit,  I must 
confess  that  qualms  of  terror  pos- 
sessed me  and  cold  shivers  played 
tag  along  my  spine.  I bade  everyone 
farewell  and  descended  into  the 
huge  torpedo-shaped  machine.  “Yes,” 
I thought,  “perhaps  this  is  the  last 
time  I will  look  upon  a human  be- 
ing. For  am  I not  ready  to  set  off 
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on  a non-stop  journey  to  the  moon  or 
as  far  in  that  direction  as  this  ma- 
chine will  carry  me?"  In  a few  mo- 
ments I would  be  rushing  through 
space  at  the  rate  of  about  ten  miles 
a minute  and  after  gathering  head- 
way almost  twice  as  fast.  I was  alone 
with  my  thoughts  and  I must  admit 
that  they  terrified  me  as  I ran  hastily 
over  the  possibilities  in  store  for  me. 

If  I once  got  beyond  the  farthest 
point  at  which  the  gravitational  effort 
of  the  earth  was  felt,  I was  lost.  If  I 
didn^t  get  that  far  I might  be  lost, 
for  although  I could  release  sixteen 
huge  parachutes  which  would  buoy 
me  to  earth,  I might  land  in  the  ocean 
or  in  polar  wastes.  Yet  again,  despite 
all  the  inventor’s  many  precautions 
and  intricate  machines,  when  I reach- 
ed the  very  high  altitudes,  twenty  six 
thousand  miles,  more  or  less,  I might 
swell  up  like  a balloon  and  burst  due 
to  the  blood  pressure.  After  reaching 
an  enormous  height  the  whole  outer 
shell  would  drop  off  and  I would  be 
propelled  on  by  liquid  nitrogen.  Un- 
til this  occurred  the  parachutes  could 
not  be  released  and  if  anything  went 
wrong  before  then — 

My  soliloquy  w'as  cut  short  by  a 
deafening  report  and  the  machine 
leaped  forward  gathering  speed  as  it 
advanced.  The  terrific  speed  nauseat- 
ed me  and  I fainted  a moment  after 
adjusting  the  oxygen  generator. 

Soon  I recovered  and  found  that  I 
had  been  unconscious  over  an  hour. 
During  this  time  the  rocket  had  been 

THE  IRONY 

THE  IRONY  OF  FATE 

“I  am  a loiilesome  young  mjan, 
employed  by  one  of  the  large  busi- 
ness houses  in  metropolitan  Boston. 

I am  twenty-one  years  of  age.  I am 
tall  and  dark,  and  am  considered 
fairly  good  looking  by  all  of  my  as- 
sociates. I enjoy  dancing,  movies, 
and  almost  all  outdoor  sports.  I 
would  like  to  correspond  with,  and 
eventually  meet,  some  nice  young 
lady  of  about  my  age.  Won’t  some- 
one take  pity  on  poor,  lonesome  me 
and  please  write?’’ 

Thus  read  the  slipping  in  the  Lone- 
ly Hearts’  Column  of  the  Boston 
Advertiser,  which  a group  of  fun- 
loving  girls  eagerly  scanned. 

“It’s  a dare,  Jean!  Let’s  see  you 
answer  that!’’  shrieked  all  the  girls 


forging  steadily  onward  and  I ap- 
proximated the  distance  I had  trav- 
eled to  be  a thousand  miles.  I shud- 
dered as  I thought  what  might  hap- 
pen if  anything  went  wrong  a thous- 
and miles  above  the  earth.  Then  I 
noticed  that  the  clock  had  stopped 
and  I realized  it  was  due  to  the  low 
atmospheric  pressure.  My  four  by 
four  compartment  was  so  construct- 
ed that  I was  entirely  unaware  of 
any  change.  I peered  through  a tiny 
glass  window  at  my  elbow  and,  when 
I saw  the  thermometer,  I could 
scarcely  believe  my  eyes  for  it  reg- 
istered the  almost  incredible  temper- 
ature of  127  degrees  Centigrade. 

Before  I had  time  to  think  much 
concerning  this,  a new  complication 
suddenly  developed.  The  rocket  was 
stopping!  Slowly  but  surely  the  for- 
ward motion  lessened  and  stark  ter- 
ror gripped  my  heart.  Slower  and 
slower  until  it  seemed  at  rest  for  a 
moment  and  then  it  began  to  slip 
downward.  Down,  down,  down  it 
went,  gathering  spc?ed  each  moment. 
My  knees  refused  to  support  me  and 
I crumpled  to  the  floor.  Down  nujre 
and  more  we  shot  and  I realized  that 
we  were  fast  slipping  back  over  the 
distance  which  we  had  just  covered. 
Faster  and  faster  we  sped  downward 
drawing  nearer  and  nearer  to  the 
earth  each  moment  and  I visualized 
its  rushing  up  to  meet  us  through  the 
darkness. 

(To  be  continued.) 

OF  FATE 

who  had  gathered  in  Jean’s  room  to 
read,  and  to  eat  bon-bons. 

“I  wouldn’t  be  dared  by  anyone, 
Jean.  Come  on.  I double  dare 
you!’’  added  Irene,  Jean’s  dearest 
friend  land  her  roommate.  “We’ll 
even  help  you  word  the  answer. 
Our  course  in  letter-writing  at  Miss 
Parker’s  School  hasn’t  been  abso- 
lutely worthless.’’ 

Jean,  without  another  moment’s 
hesitation,  accepted  the  dare.  In  a 
jiffy  each  one  was  thinking  her  hard- 
est for  just  the  right  phrase  to  ex- 
press this,  and  just  the  right  word 
to  fit  in  there.  Of  course,  this  was 
no  small  matter,  and  it  required  a 
great  deal  of  pains.  However,  in  a 
remarkably  short  time  final  judgment 
was  passed  on  the  epistle,  and  it 
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was  sealed  and  mailed  to  “Bob,  care 
of  Boston  Advertiser.” 

From  the  minute  that  the  letter 
was  dropped  into  the  mailbox,  Jean 
anxiously  awaited  the  arrival  of  the 
mail  man.  No  letter  was  more 
eagerly  sought  than  that  one  from 
Boston.  It  seemed  that  the  day 
would  never  arrive.  Finally  when  it 
did  come,  not  only  Jean,  but  all  her 
accomplices  and  well-wishers,  were 
very  happily  surprised. 

“He  simply  must  be  a college  stu- 
dent, Jean,  or  he  could  not  write  a 
letter  like  that.” 

“He  surely  is,  or  else  he  copied 
this  from  a book  on  letter-writing. 
It’s  beautifully  worded!” 

“Jean,  no  high  school  graduate 
would  be  capable  of  writing  such  a 
wonderful  letter.  He’s  bluffing  when 
he  says  that  he  is  working  in  Bos- 
ton. I think  he  is  going  to  school 
there,  don’t  you?” 

“Without  a doubt,  my  dears,”  re- 
plied Jean,  excited  beyond  words. 
“He  is  one  correspondent  that  I 
never  will  neglect.  He  certainly  is 
a brilliant  boy.” 

So  time  went  on,  and  Jean  and 
Bob  were  the  recipients  of  at  least 
two  letters  apiece  every  week  from 
the  other.  Each  one  was  perfectly 
delighted  with  the  other.  Jean 
loved  to  wind  beautiful  dreams  about 
her  hero.  Often  she  sat  for  hourSj 
to  the  utter  neglect  of  her  studies, 
trying  to  imagine  just  what  Bob 
looked  like.  Her  olfer  to  exchange 
photographs  was  ignored,  but  she 
overlooked  this.  You  see,  she  con- 
ceived the  idea  that  he  was  a very 
wealthy  young  heir  who  was  looking 
for  the  right  kind  of  a girl,  and  who 
hoped  to  test  her  friendship  by  hid- 
ing his  identity.  Truly,  it  might  be 
so,  for  she  had  often  seen  just  such 
things  lin  the  movies.  Naturally, 
Jean’s  friends  were  all  very  envi- 
ous of  her.  Indeed,  many  of  them 
wished  that  they  had  written,  in- 
stead of  daring  Jean  to  do  it. 

The  Easter  holiday  drew  nearer 
and  nearer,  and  with  it  came  one 
week’s  rest  from  the  routine  of 
school  work.  Nothing  could  have 
been  appreciated  more  than  the  very 
opportune  invitation  which  Jean  re- 
ceived from  her  relatives  in  Boston 
to  spend  the  vacation  with  them. 
At  last  her  chance  had  come  to  meet 
“Bob!”  Her  next  letter  to  him  was 


just  over-flowing  with  the  good 
news.  Arrangements  were  speedily 
made  in  regard  to  the  meeting.  Bob 
agreed  to  meet  her  in  the  lobby  of 
the  Mansion  Hotel.  He  planned  to 
wear  a rose  in  his  button-hole,  in  or- 
der that  Jean  might  recognize  him. 

Such  elaborate  plans  as  had  never 
been  heard  of  before  in  the  dormi- 
tory, were  made  for  that  vacation. 
Nothing  in  the  way  of  attire  was 
unnecessary  or  too  expensive  for 
Jean.  Such  phrases  as  “Jean,  you 
certainly  are  a lucky  girl,”  or  “Oh, 
but  I wish  I were  you!”  were  becom- 
ing deafening  to  her  ears.  Nothing 
but  Bob  and  Jean  was  whispered 
through  the  corridors  for  days  in 
advance  of  the  eventful  day. 

Jean  was  anxious  for  the  moment 
to  arrive,  but  still  she  was  nervous. 
Just  what  would  she  say?  How 
should  she  act?  Oh,  that  the  try- 
ing ordeal  had  already  passed ! The 
day  approached,  each  moment  wear- 
ing more  and  more  on  poor  Jean’s 
nerves.  Finally,  the  fateful  day 
arrived.  Jean  walked  lightly  into 
the  lobby  of  the  hotel,  displaying  all 
of  her  girlish  grace.  As  if  a thun- 
derbolt hit  her,  she  stepped  back . 

In  the  lobby  stood  a huge,  coal 
black  negro,  with  a red  rose  in  the 
button-hole  of  his  striped  suit. 

“Tall  and  dark — tall  and  dark,” 
murmured  Jean,  as  she  left  the  ho- 
tel alone. 

R.  B.  ’26. 


All  Made  Clear 

“Your  honor,  I was  not  intoxi- 
cated.” 

“But  this  officer  says  you  were 
trying  to  climb  a lamp-post.” 

“I  was,  your  honor.  A couple  of 
cerise  crocodiles  had  been  following 
me  around  all  day,  and  I don’t  mind 
telling  you  that  they  were  getting 
on  my  nerves.” — Ex. 


“The  study  of  the  occult  sciences 
interests  m.e  very  much,”  remarked 
the  new  boarder.  “I  love  to  explore 
the  dark  depth  of  the  mysterious,  to 
delve  into  the  regions  of  the  un- 
known, to  fathom  the  unfathom- 
able, as  it  were,  and  to — ” 

“May  I help  you  to  some  of  this 
hash,  professor?  interrupted  the 
landlady. 


In  Memory  of  the  Lone  Pine 


For  years  it  had  stood  there  silent, 

The  lone  pine  of  the  plain, 

Keeping  its  watch  so  vigilant. 

Through  days  of  sunshine  and  rain. 

Oh  many  a wearied  traveler 

Sought  rest  neath  its  shady  bower. 

And  oft  was  the  song  of  the  warbler 
Heard  from  its  highest  tower. 

Tales  which  no  pen  has  e’er  written. 

Stories  that  never  were  framed. 

And  scenes  which  from  us  were  hidden. 

Were  known  by  the  lone  pine  each  day. 

But  now  it  is  gone  forever. 

The  winter’s  blast  was  too  strong. 

But  in  memory  it  will  ever 

Live  on,  although  it  is  gone. 
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THE  VOICE  OF  STILLWATER 


On  March  first,  1875,  Captain 
Charles  Oliver  Jones  decided  to  re- 
tire from  the  sea.  Captain  Charles 
Oliver,  otherwise  known  as  Goodluck 
Jones  because  he  had  never  lost  his 
ship,  was  too  old  to  guide  the  “Sally 
Lee”  around  Cape  Cod  any  more. 
When  questioned  about  his  retire- 
ment by  a reporter  from  the  “Cap- 
tain’s Guide,”  he  shifted  his  tobacco 
from  one  side  of  his  mouth  to  the 
other  and  said,  “Why,  shiver  me 
timbers,  I can’t  even  hold  me  pipe 
steady.  Me  an’  Polly  is  going  out 
west  on  a ranch  and  raise  some  cows 
and  chickens  on  the  place.”  Accord- 
ingly, Captain  Charles  Oliver  Good- 
luck  Jones  arrived  at  Greenwich, 
Montonna,  hired  a rig,  and  drove  out 
to  his  newly  acquired  ranch  on  the 
Yellow  Dog  Creek.  He  called  the 
ranch  The  Stillwater  for  the  simple 
reason  that  it  had  been  called  that  be- 
fore he  had  come  and  he  was  no  man 
to  rob  a ranch  of  a perfectly  good 
name. 

For  three  weeks  he  settled  things 
and  made  the  house  fit  to  live  in. 
Then  he  and  Polly  settled  down  to 
live  their  lives  in  contentment.  One 
Saturday,  as  they  were  sitting  in  the 
shade  of  what  'was  once  a bunk 
house  and  now  a chicken  coop,  the 
captain  was  suddenly  possessed  of 
the  ambition  to  climb  the  mountain 
back  of  the  house.  “We’ll  write  a 
letter  to  Johnny,  feed  the  chickens, 
then  climb  Bald  Mountain,”  said  the 
captain. 

“Aye!  Aye!  Sir,”  shrilled  the  par- 
rot. Whether  a parrot  can  under- 
stand things  or  its  responses  are 
purely  accidental,  is  something  for 
you  to  discuss  in  your  biology  class. 
Therefore,  Goodluck  wrote  a long  let- 
ter to  Johnny,  his  only  son,  fed  the 
chickens,  packed  his  lunch,  and  set 
off  up  the  slope.  The  Captain 
climbed,  climbed,  and  climbed  some 
more  but  he  did  not  seem  to  get  any 
nearer  the  top.  Polly,  who  was 
perched  on  the  captain’s  shoulder, 
was  about  ready  to  flop.  The  Cap- 
tain was  determined  to  get  to  the  top. 
Suddenly  the  whole  side  of  the 
mountain  began  to  slide.  Goodluck 
tried  to  grab  at  a tree  but  that  also 


gave  way.  Have  you  ever  slid  down 
a steep  roof?  If  you  have,  you 
multiply  that  ten  times  and  then  you 
have  the  feeling  that  Captain  Jones 
had.  He  was  approaching  a cliff. 
Then  he  lost  consciousness  and  so 
Captain  Charles  Oliver  Goodluck 
Jones  went  overboard  and  was  killed. 

Three  years  later,  a tall,  straight, 
goodlooking  man  got  off  the  trans- 
continental limited  at  Greenwich. 
Leaning  on  his  arm  was  an  equally 
good  looking  woman.  By  his  walk 
and  weather  tanned  face,  he  was 
evidently  a seaman.  At  the  hotel  he 
registered  as  Mr.  John  Jones  and 
wife  of  Provincetown,  Massachusetts. 
He  immediately  questioned  the  clerk. 

“About  three  years  ago,  my  father, 
Charles  Jones,  a retired  sea  captain, 
left  to  occupy  a ranch.  I believe  this 
ranch  was  called  Stillwater.  During 
this  time,  I was  crusing  around  the 
world.  When  I came  back,  I found 
that  my  father  had  not  written.  Na- 
turally, I am  interested,”  said  John 
Jones  or  JJ  as  he  was  called. 

“Say,  son,”  said  the  clerk.  “If 
you  want  to  keep  a whole  skin,  steer 
clear  of  Stillwater.  It’s  the  orniest 
place  between  Mississippi  and  the 
Rockies.  The  place  is  haunted.  Yer 
father  was  killed  in  landside  and 
ever  since  he’s  haunted  the  place. 
Bill  Briggs  says  that  when  he  was 
going  by  he  heard  the  Captain  holler, 
‘Ship  ahoy’.  He  says  he  didn’t  stay 
to  investigate.”  With  these  words, 
the  clerk  walked  away  talking  about 
ghosts  and  haunted  houses. 

For  the  next  three  days  John 
searched  the  place  for  traces  of  his 
father  or  his  ghost.  Twice  he  heard 
sea  slang  ring  suddenly  out  on  the 
air.  On  the  fourth  day  at  noon, 
John  suddenly  heard  the  voice  about 
one  hundred  yards  ahead  of  him.  He 
covered  these  hundreds  yards  in  ten 
seconds  flat.  To  his  surprise  the 
voice  sounded  directly  above  him. 
“Avast  there,  mate,  lend  a hand,” 
said  the  voice.  Then  the  mysterious 
thing  said, “Polly  wana  cracker,”  and 
Polly,  Captain  Charles  Oliver  Good- 
luck Jones’  parrot  broke  into  “Ten 
men  on  a dead  man’s  chest,  yo,  ho!” 
R.  D.  ’27. 
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THE  STONE  OF  GRATITUDE 


Many,  many  years  ago  there  lived  a 
very  good  king.  All  his  people  loved 
him  because  he  was  so  kind  and  just. 
But  alas!  the  poor  king  was  blind. 

“I  cannot  see  if  my  people  are  un- 
happy,” he  said.  “But  I can  always 
listen  to  their  sorrows  and  help 
them.” 

Finally  he  said  to  his  servants, 
“Hang  a great  gong  of  brass  before 
my  palace  gates.  If  any  one  is 
wronged,  he  may  sound  the  gong. 
Then  I will  listen  to  his  troubles  and 
help  him.” 

For  many  years  the  great  gong 
hung  in  its  place.  Many  people  sound- 
ed it,  and  the  good  king  listened  to 
all.  Every  one — old  and  young,  rich 
and  poor — found  the  king  ever  kind 
and  helpful. 

One  day  the  gong  sounded  again 
and  again.  Out  rushed  a soldier  to 
see  who  was  there.  What  was  his  sur- 
prize to  see  a great  snake  striking  the 
gong  with  its  tail. 

The  soldier  was  about  to  drive  it 
away,  when  the  king  came  out. 

“Who  is  it?”  he  asked. 

“A  great,  ugly  snake,”  said  the 
soldier.  “Shall  I drive  it  away?” 

“No,”  answered  the  king.  “The 
gong  is  for  everyone  who  is  wronged. 
Let  the  snake  come  forward  and  tell 
its  story.” 

The  snake  crept  to  the  king’s  feet. 
Then,  slowly,  she  lifted  her  head  and 
began  to  speak. 

“Oh,  king,”  she  said,  “my  nest  is  at 
the  foot  of  yonder  tall  oak  tree.  In 
it  my  little  ones  and  I were  oh,  so 
happy!  This  morning  I went  to  find 
food  for  my  babies.  When  I came 
back  to  my  nest  I found  a strange 
beast  in  it.  He  had  killed  all  my 
children  and  now  claims  my  nest.  I 
cannot  drive  him  away,  because  he 


is  covered  with  sharp  needles.  Oh 
king,  will  you  not  drive  this  wicked 
beast  from  my  nest?” 

“In_deed  I will,”  said  the  king.  “I 
will  always  help  some  poor  unfort- 
unate creature  if  it  is  possible  for 
me.”  He  at  once  sent  a soldier  to 
the  nest  to  kill  the  porcupine  who  had 
slain  the  baby  snakes  and  invaded  the 
poor  mother’s  home. 

Then  he  spoke  a few  kind  words  to 
the  poor  mother  snake  before  she 
crept  away  to  her  sad,  empty  little 
nest. 

Late  that  night  the  palace  was 
very  still.  Every  one  was  sleeping. 
If  the  soldiers  before  the  doors  had 
been  awake  they  would  have  heard  a 
queer  sound.  “Swish!  swish!  swish!” 
it  came — nearer  and  nearer  to  the 
palace.  Up  the  steps,  past  the  sleep- 
ing soldiers,  glided  the  mother  snake. 
In  through  the  door  she  crept.  Then 
through  the  halls,  till  she  came  to  the 
door  of  the  king’s  room.  Across  the 
floor  she  glided,  up  to  the  very  bed 
on  which  the  king  slept. 

She  lifted  her  head  and  listened. 
The  king  never  stirred.  Very  swift- 
ly she  laid  upon  each  of  the  king’s 
closed  eyelids  a shining  topaz. 

“Thus  I thank  a good  king  and  pay 
him  for  his  kindness  to  a poor  snake,” 
she  whispered  softly.  Then  she  quietly 
and  quickly  glided  from  the  room  and 
from  the  palace  back  to  her  own  little 
home. 

Next  morning,  when  the  king 
awoke,  there  was  great  joy  in  the 
palace.  A wonderful,  joyful  thing 
had  happened.  The  king  was  no 
longer  blind.  The  mother  snake  had 
cured  him.  And  that  is  why  the 
topaz  is  called  the  stone  of  gratitude. 

M.  F.  ’27. 


THE  RED  DEATH  RAY 


It  was  a rainy  day  in  April,  2015 
when  I decided  to  pass  away  the 
afternoon  by  looking  over  the  con- 
tents of  a chest  which  had  once  been 
the  possession  of  my  great,  great 
uncle,  a former  captain.  This  chest 
had  been  stowed  away  in  our  attic 
for  the  last  eighteen  years.  Upon 
opening  it  I came  across  the  usual 


trinkets  any  seaman  would  be  apt  to 
have,  a box  of  rare  foreign  coins,  a 
few  old  pistols  and  two  beautiful 
jade  necklaces  with  a large  pearl 
ring.  In  another  corner  of  the  chest, 
which  was  about  a yard  long,  two 
feet  wide  and  two  feet  deep,  I noticed 
a rather  large,  metal,  strong  box. 
Opening  this  with  a hammer  and  chis- 
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el  I began  to  inspect  the  documents 
it  contained.  For  the  most  part  they 
were  letters  and  newspaper  clippings. 
One  time-worn  paper  held  my  eye  and 
opening  it  I began  to  read  this  grue- 
some narrative. 

“Kiang  Tsu,  Province  of  Hoshu, 
China,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  and 
Saviour  1923.  On  my  death  bed  I am 
writing  this  story  of  a scientific  dis- 
covery and  of  the  worst  death  im- 
aginable. It  is  the  story  of  my  life ; 
a short  life  but  a horrible  one. 

“Not  so  many  years  ago,  but  ages 
to  me,  I was  on  my  way  to  a private 
sanitarium  on  Long  Island.  I had  suc- 
cessfully completed  a four  year 
course  at  the  Carnegie  Institute  of 
Technology  and  also  a year  at  the 
study  of  the  ultra  violet  ray.  I had 
secured  a position  as-an  operator  of 
the  ultra  violet  ray  apparatus  at  this 
sanitarium.  > ' 

“The  first  few  months  went  along 
well,  and  I became  deeply  interested 
in  my  work.  During  my  spare  time  I 
began  experimenting  on  the  ultra  vio- 
let ray.  I greatly  advanced  and  im- 
proved the  apparatus  in  use  at  that 
time  but  my  experiments  had  to  come 
to  a sudden  stop  because  of  the  scar- 
city of  a certain  grade  of  quartz 
which  was  necessary  to  absorb  the 
electrons  and  produce  the  ray. 

“About  this  time  a' 'middle  aged 
man  camo  to  the  sanitarium  for 
treatments.  He  was=  a very  interest- 
ing fellow  and  I soon* 'came  to  like 
him  and  a friendship-  sprang  up  be- 
tween us.  Mr.  Odin,  as  that  was  his 
name,  was  much  interested  in  science 
and  I soon  began  to  tell  him  of  my 
many  experiments.  He  was^a  former 
Chinese  missionary  and  he  recalled  a 
mountain  in  southeastern  Cfnina 
where  there  were  great  quartz  de- 
posits. We  both  thought  that  I might 
be  able  to  secure  the  desired  element 
in  this  mountain. 

“After  his  convalescence  We  made 
preparations  to  go  to  Kiang  Tsu, 
China,  together.  After  a month  of 
preparation,  during  which  I collected 
all  the  necessary  apparatus  for  the 
experiments,  we  set  sail.  A month 
later  at  Hong  Kong  we  secured  ma- 
tives  and  equipment  for  our  trip.  As 
Mr.  Odin  was  familiar  with  the  lo- 
cality we  got  along  well.  After  many 
weeks  of  weary  travelling  we  arrived 
at  the  villiage  of  Kiang  Tsu.  Here  we 
built  a large,  strong  house  near  a 
swift  stream. 

‘The  first  thing  necessary  was  to 


set'up  all  the  apparatus.  A large  wa- 
terwheel in  the  swift  stream  turned 
the  dynamo  which  to  my  surprise 
generated  an  enormous  voltage.  Our 
next  step  was  to  find  the  quartz  vein 
in  the  mountain.  Here  Mr.  Odin 
proved  invaluable.  Within  a month 
we  had  the  longed-for  quartz.  It  was 
exactly  what  I wanted. 

“I  placed  the  quartz  in  the  vacu- 
um tube  and  then  turned  on  the 
three  thousand  volts.  We  were  blind- 
ed for  a few  minutes.  A long  ray  of 
blood  red  light  flowed  from  the  tube 
and  burned  its  way  through  the  wall 
of  the  cottage  and  down  through  the 
village,  killing  all  in  its  path.  The 
surviving  natives  became  savage 
when  they  saw  their  dead  brethren. 
In  their  raging  anger  they  charged 
our  house.  With  a devilish  presence 
of  mind  I turned  the  death  ray  on 
them  and  it  killed  them  all. 

“We  were  alone  in  a village  of 
dead  and  more  a deadly  machine.  I 
turned  off  the  current  and  upon  in- 
spection found  I had  crossed  wires 
and,  instead  of  producing  the  Ultra 
Violet  Ray,  I had  discovered  the  Ul- 
tra Red  Ray.  Mr.  Odin  and  I knelt 
down  and  prayed  for  our  lives  and 
for  the  forgiveness  of  our  crime  in 
killing  the  natives.  It  is  a wonder  no 
scientist , had  ever  tried  to  find  the 
Ultra  Red  Ray  at  the  other  end  of 
the  spectrum. 

“Mr.  Odin  and  I tried  to  perfect 
this  ray  by  concentrating  its  beam 
at  one  point.  In  this  way  we  succeed- 
ed in  killing  a cow  at  a distance  of 
thirty  miles.  One  exneriment  led  to 
another  and  we  realized  we  had  the 
most  destructive  thing  in  existence. 
Our  constant  exposure  to  the  reflec- 
tions of  the  Ultra  Red  Ray  began  to 
tell.  Mr.  Odin’s  right  arm  became 
burnt  and  I had  to  amputate  it.  Later 
our  bodies  became  scorched  and  turn- 
ed yellow.  Mr.  Odin  being  the  weaker 
of  the  two  died  last  week.  I have 
lived  a week  in  Hell.  No  one  around 
but  myself  and  tha-t  infernal  con- 
traption ! I am  scorched  and  pois- 
oned from  the  rays  and  it  is  only  a 
matter  of  days  before  I pass  on.  My 
last  earthly  deed  will  be  to  smash 
that  machine  to  pieces  and  pray  that 
no  other  person  ever  discovers  the 
Red  Death  Ray.  God  hasten  the  hour 
when  I shall  die.” 

STANLEY  FRIEDEN. 

M.  S.,  ’27 
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AN  ICEBOAT  ADVENTURE 


Molly  had  learned,  or  thought  she 
had,  to  manage  an  iceboat  from  her 
brother  Fred.  One  day,  she  invited 
her  friends  Helen  and  Connie  to  go 
for  a ride.  They  took  robes,  their 
lunch,  and  a compass  to  guide  them. 

They  sailed  for  nearly  three  miles 
down  the  river.  Then  Connie  took 
the  wheel.  As  they  spun  along,  a 
sign  seemed  to  come  to  meet  them 
and  crack!  one  rudder  went  through 
the  ice.  Connie  had  steered  for  the 
sign  which  said  “Danger”  and  had 
gone  into  the  thin  ice.  They  righted 
this. 

Finally,  they  landed  in  a little 
cove  and  disembarked.  Connie  who 
was  rather  short  and  stout  was  car- 
rying the  robes.  The  compass  reposed 
in  her  pocket.  She  was  rapturously 
talking  about  the  goodies  in  the  bask- 
et which  Molly  carried.  She  rolled  her 
eyes  when  Molly  mentioned  chocolate 
fudge  cake,  and  caught  her  foot  in 
the  trailing  robes.  Down  she  went  in 
a neat  sprawl.  As  she  struck  the 
ground  something  tinkled.  “I-er-ah-I 
guess  Pve  broken  something.  Eh?” 
grinned  Connie  sheepishly. 

“Connie,”  said  Molly,  sternly,  “Did 
you  break  that  compass?” 

“Yes,  mum,”  replied  Connie,  meek- 
ly. 

“Then  you  may  have  only  a small 
piece  of  cake.” 

Connie  set  up  a wail.  Peaceful 
Helen  came  to  her  aid,  and  helped 
her  off  the  ground.  She  whispered  “I’ll 
see  that  you  get  a nice  large  piece  of 
cake,  Connie.” 

“Ship  ahoy  there,  no  whispers  of 
mutiny  among  the  crew,”  cried  Mol- 
ly. 

“Aye,  aye,  sir,”  the  girls  responded, 
laughingly. 

Then  they  set  to  work  and  soon 
built  a cozy  little  lean-to  with  a 
cheerful  fire  glowing  near  the  en- 
trance. They  ate  their  lunch  and 
told  jokes  and  stories. 

RED 


Soon,  they  grew  drowsy  from  the 
heat  and  fell  asleep.  When  they 
awoke,  startled,  they  found  the  wind 
roaring  outside  their  shelter,  the  fire 
out,  and  the  air  decidedly  cold. 

“Br’r”  shivered  Molly,  “I  think 
we’ll  be  starting  for  home.” 

They  hastened  to  the  boat  and  set 
out.  The  girls  had  a very  hard  time 
controlling  the  sails.  Once,  it  jibed 
and  walloped.  Connie  was  slow  in 
motion.  She  forgot  to  watch  the 
wheel  and  they  spun  around  and 
started  downstream.  Then  the  spar 
snapped.  They  sat  looking  at  each 
other  in  dismay  and  sailed  faster  and 
faster.  They  had  lost  all  sense  of  di- 
rection. Their  compass  was  gone, 
they  had  spun  around  so  many  times 
they  didn’t  know  which  way  they 
were  headed  and  the  thickly  flying 
snow  blinded  them. 

Finally,  Molly  shrieked  that  they 
were  approaching  something  dark. 
They  struck  and  were  hurled  out  of 
the  overturned  boat.  They  landed  in 
snowdrifts  and  were  quite  unharmed. 
Connie,  who  had  been  rather  un- 
ceremoniously dumped  unto  a snow 
bank  was  crying  that  every  bone  in 
her  body  was  broken.  Molly  and  Hel- 
en came  over  and  helped  her  out.  She 
rose  stiffly  and  hobbled  around. 

Next,  the  girls  looked  about  them. 
Then  they  looked  at  one  another  as 
if  they  were  just  waking  from  a 
dream,  for  they  were  right  in  their 
harbor  at  home.  The  sight  of  Connie 
limping  around  and  the  thought  that 
they  had  been  so  near  home  and 
had’t  known  it,  was  too  much  for  the 
girls  and  they  sat  .down  and  laughed 
until  tears  started  to  their  eyes. 

They  chuckled  all  the  way  home, 
and  decided  that  the  next  time  they 
went  sailing,  Molly’s  brother  would 
come  along  to  manage  the  stubborn 
iceboat. 

M.  A.  McGILLICUDDY. 


Jim  Barnes  was  disgusted.  The 
three  days  already  past  of  the  sum- 
mer vacation  had  failed  to  produce 
the  position  he  had  confidently  ex- 
pected to  find  waiting  for  him.  The 
only  situation  which  had  thus  far 
presented  itself  was  that  of  office 
boy  at  a decidedly  meager  salary. 
Jim  wandered  idly  down  the  business 


street  of  the  town.  Reaching  a 
point  opposite  a tall  new  building  in 
the  course  of  construction,  he  paused 
with  a semblance  of  interest.  He 
crossed  the  street,  and  entered  the 
building. 

On  the  first  floor  he  found  a pile 
of  steel  beams  and  channels  await- 
ing erection.  As  he  stood  regard- 
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ing  these,  a foreman  hurried  up. 

“Want  a job?”  he  demanded.  Jim 
nodded. 

“Paint  that  steel,”  said  the  fore- 
man, handing  Jim  a brush,  and  a 
pail  of  red  paint.  Jim  took  them 
and  began  his  task.  He  splashed  red 
paint  from  end  to  end  of  the  long 
beams.  At  the  end  of  the  day  he 
had  made  good  progress,  and  he  re- 
ceived orders  to  report  the  next 
morning. 

At  the  appointed  time  Jim  was  on 
hand,  and  he  continued  painting. 
In  the  middle  of  the  morning  his  task 
was  finished.  The  foreman  then  sent 
him  up  to  the  third  floor  to  paint 
an  iron  balcony  on  the  front  of  the 
building. 

Next  door  to  the  new  structure 
was  the  town’s,  principal  bank.  At 
eleven  o’clock  Jim  noticed  the  mes- 
senger of  the  woolen  mill  enter  the 
bank.  Five  minutes  later  a mud- 
splashed  touring  car  drew  up  at  the 
curb.  Two  men  alighted  from  it 
and  stood  on  the  sidewalk.  A third 
in  the  driver’s  seat  kept  the  motor 
running.  The  messenger  emerged 
from  /the  bank  carrying  a satchel. 
One  man  struck  him  over  the  head 
with  a blackjack;  the  other  seized 
the  satchel.  The  car  was  already 
moving  when  the  two  leaped  aboard 
leaving  the  messenger  lying  on  the 
sidewalk  and  an  ordinarily  peaceful 
street  full  of  excitement. 

Jim,  on  his  balcony  took  this,  all 
in  with  dazed  eyes.  As  the  car 
pulled  away  from  the  curb,  an  idea 
flashed  into  his  mind.  Quick  as  a 
flash  he  hurled  his  paint  /pail.  It 
struck  the  top  of  the  car  and  spread 
red  paint  liberally  over  the  top,  un- 
known to  the  thieves  who  did  not 
hear  above  the  roaring  engine  the 
paint  pail  strike  the  top  of  their  car. 

In  fifteen  minutes  every  policeman 
within  fifty  miles  was  on  the  look- 
out for  a car  liberally  decorated 
with  red  paint.  An  hour  later  a 
squad  of  Imotorcycle  police  over- 
hauled the  thieves  thirty  miles  away. 
The  payroll  was  recovered  and  Jim 
Barnes  was  the  hero  of  the  town. 

L.  R.  ’27. 


THE  DEED  OF  DANNY  DREW. 

The  score  was  tied  at  two  to  two. 
When  up  to  the  plate  strode  Danny 
Drew. 


He  adjusted  his  cap  and  swung  his 
bat. 

While  in  nervous  suspense  the  spec- 
tators sat. 

There  were  none  on  the  bases,  two 
were  out. 

Oh,  may  he  give  it  a long,  long 
clout. 

The  pitcher  wound  up  and  threw 

The  baseball  straight  at  Danny 
Drew. 

“Strike  one!”  shouted  Umpire  Vance, 

Which  drew  from  Danny  a baleful 
glance. 

Once  again,  with  a mighty  swerve 

The  pitcher  served  up  a beautiful 
curve. 

Once  again  the  umpire  tshouted 
“Strike  two!” 

“You’re  a robber!”  answered  Danny 
Drew. 

And  now  the  excitement  was  very 
intense. 

Oh,  that  he  could  hit  it  over  the 
fence. 

Then,  for  the  last  time  that  fall 

The  pitcher  sped  in  the  elusive  ball. 

Danny  swung,  and  to  the  pitcher’s 
dismay 

The  ball  landed  a mile  away! 

The  game  is  won,  three  to  two 

Thanks  to  our  hero,  Danny  Drew! 

M.  L.  ’27. 


Cuthbert  had  been  listening  for 
half  an  hour  to  a lecture  from  his 
father  on  the  evils  of  late  nights  and 
late  risings  in  the  morning. 

“You  will  never  amount  to  any- 
thing,” said  the  father,  “unless  you 
turn  over  a new  leaf.  Remember, 
it’s  the  early  bird  that  catches  the 
worm.” 

“Ha,  ha!”  laughed  Cuthbert.  “How 
about  the  worm?  What  did  he  get 
for  turning  out  so  early?” 

“My  son,”  replied  the  father,  “that 
worm  hadn’t  been  to  bed  all  night; 
he  was  on  his  way  home.” 


“Netop"  wishes  to  take  this  oppor- 
tunity to  welcome  into  our  midst  the 
new  members  of  the  faculty.  Miss 
Fortune,  Miss  Willey  and  Miss  Hunt. 
We  hope  they  will  enjoy  their  work 
here  and  have  a pleasant  and  success- 
ful year.  Miss  Fortune  and  Miss  Wil- 
ley have  already  honored  the  sopho- 
more and  junior  classes  respectively 
by  becoming  class  teachers.  We  also 
greet  our  new  music  supervisor,  Mr. 
Brigham,  with  whom  we  expect  to  ac- 
complish a good  deal. 

0 

The  “Netop’’  also  welcomes  the 
class  of  1929,  the  Freshmen.  We  are 
sure  that  their  class  will  be  one  of 
the  best  and  they  will  help  to  sustain 
our  high  standing. 

0 

The  track  team  fulfilled  a long 
standing  wish  when  they  won  the  ath- 
letic meet  at  the  Franklin  County 
Pair  this  fall.  Mr.  Lorden  is  to  be 
complimented  on  the  fine  results  he 
fas  obtained  with  them.  The  boys 
set  a record  for  Turners  teams  up  to 
which  We  must  live.  On  October 

sixth  they  also  demonstrated  their 

abilities  at  Northampton  where  they 
won  again.  May  the  basketball  team 
this  fall  be  as  successful!  and  Turners 
will  rank  in  athletics  as  in  scholarship 
— first. 

o 

Once  into  the  life  of  every  man 
comes  opportunity  brimful  with  pos- 


sibilities. Seniors,  before  many  more 
months  have  slipped  by,  you  will  be 
passing  out  of  this  school  to  continue 
your  work  elsewhere.  Many  of  you 
are  to  continue  your  education  in  col- 
lege. Many  more  of  you  could  get 
there  if  you  had  the  necessary  pep 
and  ambition.  Surely  you  don’t  expect 
someone  to  hand  you  a college  ca- 
reer on  a silver  platter.  Opportunity 
comes  but  once,  and  then  you  must 
be  prepared  to  seize  it  by  the  horns. 
A college  career  is  the  best  oppor- 
tunity that  will  ever  come  into  your 
life  and  you  must  not  let  it  .«lii)  liy 
merely  because  it  entails  a great  deal 
of  hard  work  and  energy  on  your 
part.  Nothing  ever  comes  to  a person 
who  doesn’t  work  for  it  and  w^ho 
does  not  make  the  best  of  what  seems 
like  a poor  deal  in  life.  Then,  of 
course,  there  is  the  other  side  of  the 
picture.  Through  necessity  some  of 
you  will  be  forced  to  turn  immedi- 
ately to  some  means  of  employment. 
Yet  that  is  no  reason  why  you  should 
be  discouraged  and  have  a gloomy 
outlook  on  life.  What  start  did 
Abraham  Lincoln  and  Benjamin 
Franklin  have  in  life?  Even  less  than 
you  and  yet  you  complain  that  you 
haven’t  had  a chance,  have  had  no  op- 
portunity. When  you  pick  your  work, 
choose  it  with  an  eye  for  the  future 
and  be  on  the  lookout  for  your  op- 
portunity. It  comes  when  you  least 
■expect  it  and  where  you  least  expect 
to  find  it 


ALUMNI  NOTES 


Roland  O’Keefe  is  a Freshman  at 
Holy  Cross. 

Jacob  Perkins  is  at  home. 

Mary  Rogers  is  studying  nursing 
at  the  Massachusetts  General  Hospit- 
al. 


John  Prohovich  is  at  Colby  College. 
Dorothy  Baker  is  attending  North 
Adams  Normal. 

John  Baxa  is  at  the  Library. 
Mildred  Bessette  is  at  home  for 
the  present.  . 
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Thomas  Callahan  is  at  home. 

Rachael  Clapp  is  attending  Boston 
Normal  Art  School. 

Edward  Crean  works  at  Gries- 
bach’s  Grocery  Store. 

John  Currie  is  employed  in  the 
Farley  Paper  Mill. 

Albert  De  Sautels  is  working  for 
Shea  and  Sauter  Insurance  Company. 

Theresa  Dessereault  is  stenograph- 
er and  bookkeeper  for  the  Gibbs 
Piano  Co. 

Merrill  Pierce  is  working  in  Hood’s 
Drug  Store. 

Mary  Pagoda  is  attending  Fitch- 
burg Normal. 

Florence  Roe  is  working  in  the  of- 
fice of  the  Greenfield  Tap  and  Die. 

Kenneth  Rosewarne  is  employed 
by  Mr.  Shannahan. 

Blanche  Strahan  is  training  to  be- 
come a nurse  in  the  Pittsfield  Hospit- 
al. 

Doris  White  is  taking  a Post  Grad- 
uate Course. 

Reginald  White  is  working  for  the 
Streeter  Electric  Co. 

Helen  Wheeler  is  at  home  for  the 
present. 

Edith  Parnell  is  training  to  be- 
come a nurse  in  the  Springfield  Hos- 
pital. 

SCHOOL 

Senior-Freshman  Reception 

The  annual  Senior  Freshman  re- 
ception was  held  Friday  night,  Oc- 
tober 16  at  eight  o’clock.  The  as- 
sembly hall  was  daintily  decorated 
with  red  and  white  roses,  laurel,  and 
streamers.  The  stage,  representing 
a garden  was  surrounded  by  a white 
lattice  fence  on  which  roses  were 
entwined.  Milkey  Brothers’  Orches- 
tra furnished  pleasing  music  for  the 
occasion.  The  receiving  line  con- 
sisted of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Keating,  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Rollins,  Miss  Fortune,  Miss 
Hunt,  Miss;  Willey,  Miss  Packard  and 
John  Horrigan,  senior  President. 
The  ushers  were  Evangeline  Newton, 
Ruth  Blassberg,  Helen  McGillicuddy, 
Margaret  Mackin,  Doris  Rosberry, 
Eileen  Bourdeau,  Alphonse  Zbikow- 
ski,  Malcolm  Alber,  Richard  Law- 
rence, George  Marston  and  Irving 
King.  The  affair  was  in  charge 
of  the  executive  committee:  John 

Horrigan,  Helen  McGillicuddy,  Mil- 
dred Barton,  Eileen  Boudeau,  Rich- 


Joseph  Zak  is  attending  the  Rhode 
Island  State  University. 

Ruth  Zeigler  is  employed  in  the  of- 
fice of  the  Keith  Paper  Mill. 

Francis  Driscoll  is  employed  in  the 
Farley  Paper  Mill. 

Helen  Fournier  works  in  the  office 
of  the  Millers  Falls  Tool  Company. 

Mary  Hahn  is  to  study  nursing  at 
the  Worcester  Hospital. 

Gertrude  Hosley  is  working  in  the 
office  of  the  John  Russell  Cutlery. 

Mary  Hughes  is  attending  Bay 
Path  Institute  at  Springfield. 

Ruth  Johnson  is  now  Mrs.  Warwick 
Annear. 

Francis  Kelleher  is  at  present 
working  for  his  uncle  in  New  York. 

James  Kelley  is  employed  by  the 
Gulf  Refining  Company. 

Rose  Krainson  is  working  in  the 
office  of  the  Millers  Falls  Tool  Com- 
pany. 

Rosamund  Leary  is  a Freshman  at 
Skidmore  College. 

Marie  Ostrasky  is  working  for  D. 
W.  Finn  & Co.,  Insurance  and  Real 
Estate. 

Louis  Zak  is  attending  the  Illinois 
College  of  Chiropody. 

George  Pierce  is  working  for  the 
Greenfield  Tap  and  Die. 

NOTES 

ard  Lawrence,  Walter  Waraska, 
George  Marston,  and  Dorothy  Ellis. 

Senior  Class  Notes 

On  September  30,  the  senior  class 
held  its  first  meeting.  The  officers 
of  the  previous  year  were  reelected: 
President,  John  Horrigan;  Vice 
President,  Edward  Milkey;  Treasurer, 
Mark  Crean;  Secretary,,  Helen  Mc- 
Gillicuddy. 

The  following  members  of  the  sen- 
ior class  are  members  of  the  Pro 
Merito  Society:  Malcolm  Alber,  Ev- 
erett Gartrell,  Caroline  Koch,  Henry 
Lawrence,  Robert  Verner  and  Alice 
Wyman. 

Sophomore  Class  Notes 

In  the  latter  part  of  September 
the  sophomore  class  held  its  first 
meeting.  The  class  elected  the  fol- 
lowing officers:  President,  Edwin 

Prondecki;  Vice  President,  Warren 
Thomas;  Secretary,  Ernestine  Mar- 
tineau;  Treasurer,  Marion  McCul- 
lough. Miss  Fortune  was  elected 
class  teacher. 


ATHLETICS 


High  School  Track  Meet 

We  congratulate  Mr.  Lorden  on 
his  success  with  this  year’s  track 
team.  For  the  first  time  in  the  His- 
tory of  the  school,  Turners  won  the 
Franklin  County  Meet  held  at  Green- 
field on  Sept.  17,  1925  from  a field 
of  four  competitors.  This  shows  the 
result  of  good  coaching,  the  proper 
spirit  and  hard  work. 

Zwiec,  Verner,  Lawrence,  and 
Stotz  were  the  outstanding  ones  in 
the  meet.  The  others,  Grogan,  Ka- 
wecki,  Webber,  Hughes,  and  War- 
aska,  also  did  well.  These  boys  se- 
cured a total  of  66  1-2  points;.  Arms 
got  second  place  with  33,  and  Green- 
field 3rd,  with  24  1-2.  Orange  took 
4th  with  6. 

Following  are  the  detailed  scores: 

100  yds.  Freshmen — 1 — Tognarelli, 
Arms  Acad.  5 ; 2 — Clark,  Orange  3 ; 

3 —  Purringon,  Arms  Acad.  2;  4 — 

Grogan,  Turners  Falls  1. 

100  yds.  Sophomore  Novice: 

1 — Kawecki,  Turners  Falls  5 ; 

2 — Herzig,  Arms  Acad.  3;  3 — Shat- 
tuck,  Greenfield  2;  4 — Prest,  Green- 
field 1. 

Half  Mile  Run — 1 — McDonald, 
Greenfield  5;  2 — Grogan,  Turners 
Falls  3;  3 — Walker,  Orange  2;  4 — 
Prest,  Greenfield  1. 

Potato  Race — 1 — Szwiec,  Turn- 
eis  Falls  5;  2 — Perkins,  Arms  Acad. 
3;  3 — S.  Pekalaski,  Greenfield  2. 

Hop,  Step  & Jump — 1 — Lawrence, 
Turners.  Falls  5;  2 — Szwiec,  Turners 
Falls  3;  3 — Hughes,  Turners  Falls  2; 

4 —  Kratt,  Arm.s  Acad.  1. 

High  Jump — 1 — Kratt,  Arms  Acad. 
5;  2 — Nims,  Greenfield  2 1-2;  3 — 
Verner,  Tur^^ers  Falls  2 1-2;  4 — 

Lawrence,  2 ir.  ners  Falls  0. 

100  yds.  Open-—  i — Szwiec,  Turn- 
ers Falls  5;  2 — Stotz,  Turners  Falls 
3;  3—Kratt,  Arms  Acad.  2;  4— Wel- 
come, Gr^-enfield  J. 

220  yds.  Open — 1 — Szwiec,  Turn- 
ers Falls  5 ; 2 — Stotz,  Turners  Falls 
3 ; 3 — Kratt,  Arms  Acad.  2 ; 4 — 

Hughes,  Turners  Falls  1. 

Half  Mile  Relay  — 1 — Turners 


Falls — Szwiec,  Stotz,  Verner,  Web- 
ber, 5 ; 2 — Arms  Acad. — Horzig, 

Tognarelli,  Reed,  Kratt,  3;  3 — Green- 
field— Coates,  Pulaski,  Billings, 
Woodward  2;  4 — Orange — Walker, 

Smith,  Rogers,  Falcon,  1. 

Broad  Jump — 1 — Szwiec,  Turners 
Falls  5;  2 — Lawrence,  Turners  Falls 
3;  3 — Martin,  Greenfield  2;  4 — Web- 
ber, Turners  Falls  1. 

Shot  Put  — 1 — Nims,  Greenfield 
5 ; 2 — Lawrence,  Turners  Falls  3 ; 

3 — Bailey,  Arms  Acad.  2 ; 4 — Cas- 
sidy, Turners  Falls  1. 

Javelin  Throw — 1 — Reed,  Arms 
Acad.  5;  2 — Lawrence,  Turners  Falls 
3;  3 — Miller,  Greenfield  2;  4 — War- 
aska.  Turners  Falls  1. 

On  October  6,  1925  our  school  won 
the  track  meet  at  the  Northampton 
Twin  County  Fair.  The  schools 
which  competed  were : Holyoke 

High,  Smith  Academy.  Hopkins  Acad- 
emy, Northampton  High,  Northfield 
High,  and  Turners  Falls  High. 

The  following  won  points  for 
Turners  Falls: 

Szwiec — 100  yds.  440  yds. 

Stotz — 100  yds. 

J.  Grogan — 880  yds. 

Relay  Race,  Turners  Falls  1st: 
Stotz  70  yds.,  Verner  150  yds., 
Hughes  220  yds.,  Szwiec  440  yds. 

Turners  won  the  shield,  which  was 
given  for  the  school  winning  the 
largest  number  of  points,  with  a 
total  of  24. 

The  individual  prizes  were : Gold 

medals  for  first.  Silver  for  second, 
and  Bronze  for  third.  Northampton 
High  was  second  to  Turners  Falls, 
with  a total  of  9 points.  The  re- 
maining three  were  divided  by  Hop- 
kins and  Smith  academies. 


TENNIS 

A new  branch  of  sport  is  gaining 
prominence  in  our  school,  namely 
tennis.  At  present  we  have  a team 
composed  of  George  Marston,  Mal- 
colm Alber,  Thomas  Argy,  and  Al- 
phonse Zbikowski. 

This  team  is  playing  under  the 
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auspices  of  the  school,  therefore  they 
are  entitled  to  the  support  of  the 
student  body  just  as  much  so  as  any 
of  the  other  teams,  Baseball,  Track, 
Basketball  or  any  other  branch’  of 
sport.  Certainly,  it  is  the  wish  of  all 
of  us  to  see  our  school  ahead  in  ev- 
ery branch  of  sport  in  which  it  par- 
ticipates. The  only  possible  way 
that  we  can  do  this  is  by  giving  those 
who  are  representing  our  teams,  the 
best  possible  support.  Be  present  at 
the  games.  Do  your  share.  Give 
them  the  cheers  they  deserve  and 
need,  to  play  their  best.  Don’t  be 
a piker  and  say,  “Let  the  other  fel- 
low do  it.”  It  is  just  as  much  your 
duty  as  anyone  else’s.  The  remark 
has  been  passed  that  Tennis  is  not 
a man’s  game.  But  look  at  the 
ones  in  back  of  such  remarks.  Do 
they  themselves  participate  in  any 
sport?  Are  they  the  school’s  most 
loyal  supporters?  Nine  times  out 
of  ten  they  are  the  ones  who  just 
do  the  criticising.  All  boys  are  not 
adapted  to  the  same  sports.  Some 
like  Basketball,  Track,  or  Baseball; 
others  Tennis,  Football,  etc.  As  far 
as  Tennis  being  a man’s  game  let  he 
who  doubts  that  it  is,  try  it  and 
learn  differently. 

Brattleboro  High  defeated  Turners 
on  our  home  courts,  on  October  17. 
The  score: 

First  Singles:  G.  Marston  vs.  H. 

Shumway.  Marston  won  for  T.  F., 
7-5,  6-8,  6-3. 

Second  Singles:  M.  Alber  vs.  G. 

Danyew.  Danyew  of  Brattleboro 
won  6-3,  8-6. 

Third  Singles:  T.  Argy  vs.  P. 

Parsons.  Argy  of  Turners  won  5-7, 
6-3,  7-5. 

First  Double.^:  G.  Marston  and 

M.  Alber  vs.  H.  Shumway  and  G. 
Danyew.  Brattleboro  won  8-6,  3-6, 
9-7. 

Second  Doubles:  T.  Argy  and  A. 

Zbikowski  vs.  Parsons  and  G,  Boy- 
der.  Brattleboro  won  6-4,  7-5. 


At  Greenfield  Turners  won,  only 
losing  the  first  singles  match.  The 
score : 

First  Singles:  F.  Lawler  vs.  G. 

Marston;  6-4,  2-6,  6-4. 

Second  Singles:  M.  Alber  vs.  K. 

Bostley;  6-2,  4-6,  6-3. 

Third  Singles:  T.  Argy  vs.  G 

Cynard;  6-2,  1-6,  6-0. 

Second  Doubles:  T.  Argy,  A. 


Zbikowski  vs.  G.  Cynard,  R.  Shay; 

6-2,  6-0. 

First  Doubles:  G.  Marston,  M. 

Alber  vs.  F.  Lawler,  K.  Bostley; 
6-4,  4-2.  Called  because  of  dark- 
ness. 


Turners  Falls  defeated  Greenfield 
on  the  Turners  courts  in  three 
straight  sets.  The  score  was  as 
follows: 

First  Singles:  G.  Marston  vs.  K. 

Bostley;  6-2,  6-0. 

Second  Singles:  M.  Alber  vs.  G. 

Cynard;  6-2,  6-1. 

Third  Singles:  T.  Argy  vs.  R- 

Shay;  6-0,  6-2. 


Junior  Class  Notes 

At  a meeting  of  the  junior  class 
September  28th,  the  following  offi- 
cers were  elected:  President,  Joseph 
Szwiec;  Vice  President,  Jacob  Stotz; 
Secretary,  Louise  Clark;  Treasurer, 
Doris  Kelleher.  Miss  Willey  was 
elected  class  teacher.  Candy  is  sold 
in  Room  1 under  the  direction  of 
the  juniors  to  raise  money  for  the 
annual  Junior  Prom  which  comes  in 
the  spring. 


New  Memory  System 

“How  is  it  you  have  such  a good 
memory,  Norah?”  her  mistress  in- 
quired. 

“Well,  mum.  I’ll  tell  ye.  Since 
me  childhood  never  a lie  have  I told, 
and  when  ye  don’t  have  to  be  taxin’ 
yer  memory  to  be  rememberin’  what 
ye  told  this  one  or  that,  or  how  ye 
explained  this  or  that,  shure  ye  don’t 
overwork  it  an’  it  lasts  ye,  good  as 
new,  till  ye  die.” 


Tune  to  the  Right 

The  following  is  an  order  mailed 
to  a prominent  piano  company: 

“Dear  Sir: 

“Please  send  me  by  mail  a string 
for  my  piano.  Have-  the  string 
tuned  to  G,  before  you  send  it,  as 
my  husband  can  put  it  in,  but  he 
can’t  tune  it.  Mrs.  X. 

“P.  S. — It’s  the  G on  the  right 
side  of  the  piano.” — Science  and 
Invention. 


The  Legal  Way  Round 

A lawyer  thus  illustrates  the  lan- 
guage of  his  craft:  “If  a man  were 

to  give  another  an  orange,  he  would 
simply  say:  ‘Have  an  orange.’  But 

when  the  tiansaction  is  intrusted  to 
a lawyer  to  be  put  in  writing  he 
adopts  this  form : ‘I  hereby  give 

and  convey  to  you,  all  and  singular, 
my  estate  and  interests,  right,  title, 
claim  and  advantages  of  and  in  said 
orange,  together  with  all  its  rind, 
juice,  pulp  and  pips,  and  all  rights 
and  advantages  therein,  with  full 
power  to  bite,  cut,  suck  and  other- 
wise to  eat  the  same  or  give  the  same 
away  with  or  without  the  rind,  skin, 
juice,  pulp  or  pips,  anything  herein- 
before or  hereinafter  or  in  any  other 
means  of  whatever  nature  or  kind 
whatsoever  to  the  contrary  in  any 
wise  notwithstanding.’ 

“And  then  another  lawyer  comes 
along  and  takes  it  away  from  you.” 


Eph  Brown  was  a true  believer 
and  fond  of  any  religious  ceremony. 
When  “de  suction”  caught  him,  he 
became  a sort  of  unofficial  chaplain 
in  a colored  labor  battalion.  He 
worked  assiduously  among  his  fel- 
lows, and  finally  persuaded  a dozen 
or  so  to  join  him  in  an  open-air  bap- 
tizing on  a day  in  January. 

That  it  was  necessary  to  chop  a 
hole  in  the  river  ice  to  provide  a 
space  for  immersion  rather  cooled 
the  ardor  of  the  converts,  but  not 
so  Eph’s.  Seizing  the  nearest  sol- 
dier, he  plunged  him  beneath  the 
icy  water.  He  had  not  reckoned  on 
the  swift  current,  however,  and  the 
luckless  victim  was  snatched  out  of 
his  hands  and  earned  permanently 
out  of  sight. 

Eph  was  not  in  the  least  discon- 
certed. 

“De  Lawd  giveth,”  he  intoned, 
“an’  de  Lawd  taketh  away.  Bring 
me  anothah  privit.” — Ex. 


He  Should  Worry 

Buddy  was  up  before  the  disabil- 
ity board.  The  pompous  alienist  was 
asking  him  a long  string  of  ques- 
tions to  determine  his  mental  condi- 
tion and  Buddy  was  rapidly  getting 
disgusted. 

“Quick,”  shouted  the  celebrated 
doc,  “tell  me  this:  How  many  legr 
has  a lobster?” 

Buddy  looked  at  him  crushingly 
before  replying. 

“For  the  luvva  Mike,”  he  said,  “is 
that  all  you  got  to  worry  about?” 


Editor — Your  story  as  it  stands  is 
too  bald. 

Author — Then  I will  introduce  a 
few  hair-raising  incidents. — London 
Telegraph. 


Easily  Corrected 

“Look  here.”  cried  the  excited 
man  to  the  chemist.  “You  gave  me 
morphine  lor  quinine  this  morning!” 
“Is  that  so?”  replied  the  drug- 
g*ist  calmly.  “Then  you  owe  mje 
50  cents!” 


A braw  Scotsman  was  visiting  Ni- 
agara Falls  in  the  company  of  an 
American  friend.  As  they  watched 
the  great  rush  of  water,  the  latter 
said: 

“There’s  a story  that  if  you  throw 
a penny  into  the  falls  it  will  bring 
you  luck.” 

“Is  that  so?”  inquired  the  Scot. 
He  considered  a moment,  and  then 
asked  hopefully:  “Ha’  ye  a bit  o’ 

string?” 
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Timid  Woman — “Look  here,  my 
man!  You’re  a cheat,  a rogue,  a 
scoundrel,  and  a scamp,  to  boot. 
That  parrot  you  sold  me — do  you 
remember  it? 

Bold  Man — Yes,  madam. 

Ditto  Woman — Don’t  talk  back. 
That  parrot  has  never  spoken  a 
word  since  you  sold  it  to  me.  I 
have  been  treated  disgracefully — I 
shall  put  the  matter  in  the  hands  of 
my  lawyer  and  have  you  prosecuted. 
That  parrot,  I say,  has  not  spoken  a 
word — 

Ditto  Man — But,  madam,  give  the 
poor  bird  a chance. 


Here  lie  the  remains  of  a Radio  Fan, 
Now  mourned  by  his  many  rela- 
tions ; 

He  went  to  the  powder  mill  smoking 
his  pipe. 

And  was  picked  up  by  twenty- 
one  stations. 


Doctor  (examining  life  insurance 
prospect) — Do  you  talk  in  your 
sleep? 

Prospect — No,  I talk  in  other  peo- 
ple’s sleep. 

Doctor — How  come? 

Prospect — 0,  I’m  a college  profes- 
sor. 


Tangled  Up 

Teacher — “Now.  Johnnie,  what  is 
a pretzel?” 

Johnnie — “A  pretzel  is  a dough- 
nut gone  crazy.” 


Vigorous  Vitamines 

“Have  you  any  fresh  vitamines?” 
asked  the  young  bride. 

“Yes,  mum,”  said  the  veracious 
dealer.  “We’ve  some  that  was 
caught  on  the  coast  yesterday.” 

“A  pound,  please.” 

She  got  shrimps. — Ex. 


Voice  on  Phone — John  Smith  is 
sick  and  can’t  attend  classes  today. 
He  requested  me  to  notify  you. 

School  Principal — All  right.  Who 
is  this  speaking? 

V.  on  P. — This  is  my  roommate. 


Teacher  of  an  East  Side  school — 
“Now,  give  me  a sentence  contain- 
ing the  word  ‘deficiency.’  ” 

Pupil — “The  next  time  you  go 
fishing  pick  up  deficiency  ’em  wig- 
gle.” 


Hint  for  Motorists 

Farmer  (to  stranded  autoist)  — 
“How’d  you  get  the  puncture?” 
Autoist — “Ran  over  a chicken  with 
pin  feathers.” 


The  oldest  inhabitant  of  the  vil- 
lage had  celebrated  his  100th  birth- 
day, and  tlie  reporter  of  a local  pa- 
per called  on  him  for  an  interview. 

Having  congratulated  the  old  fel- 
low, the  reporter  asked  a few  ques- 
tions. 

“To  what,”  he  inquired,  “do  you 
attribute  your  longevity?” 

The  centenarian  paused  a moment, 
and  then,  holding  up  his  hand  and 
knocking  off  the  items  on  his  fin- 
gers, he  began:  “I  have  never  smok- 

ed, drank  alcoholc  liquors,  nor  over- 
eaten, and  I always  rise  at  6 in  the 
morning.” 

“But,”  protested  the  reporter,  “I 
had  an  uncle  who  acted  in  the  same 
way,  yet  he  only  lived  to  80.  How 
do  you  account  for  that?” 

“He  didn’t  keep  it  up  long 
enough!”  was  the  calm  reply. 


An  Irishman  and  an  Englishman 
were  waiting  for  a train,  and.  to  pass 
the  time  away,  the  Irishman  said : 
“I  will  ask  you  a question,  and,  if 
I cannot  answer  my  own  question, 
I will  buy  the  tickets.  Then  you  ask 
a question,  and,  if  you  cannot  an- 
swer yours,  you  buy  the  tickets.” 

It  was  agreeable. 

“Well,”  said  the  Irishman,  “you 
see  those  prairie-dogs’  holes  out 
there  (pointing  to  a distant  prairie- 
dog  town),  how  do  they  dig  those 
holes  without  leaving  any  dirt 
around?” 

“I  don’t  know,”  said  the  English- 
man. “That  is  your  question;  an- 
swer it  yourself.” 

“They  begin  at  the  bottom  and 
dig  up.” 

“How  in  thunder  do  they  get  at 
the  bottom?”  inquired  the  English- 
man. 

“That’s  your  question,”  said  the 
Irishman.  “Answer  it  yourself.”^ 

The  Englishman  bought  the  tick- 
ets. 
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GRISWOLDVILLE 
MANUFACTURING  COMPANY 

Manufacturers  of 

COTTON  GOODS 

Turners  Falls  Branch  Turners  Falls,  Mass. 


The  Right  Place  to  Study 

CORRECT  STYLE 

is  in 

Our  Greater  Store 

You^ll  be  glad  to  find  that  you  may  get  what  you 
need  here  and  within  your  budget. 

W.  L.  GOODNOW  CO. 

238  Main  St,  Greenfield 


MENTION  “NETOP” 
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FOURNIER  BROTHERS 

The  Rexall  Store 
ARTSTYLE  CHOCOLATES 
PAGE  & SHAW’S  & JACKSON’S 
WELL  KNOWN  CHOCOLATES 

Try  Our  Hot  Chocolate 

MILKEY’S 

Jeweler  and  Optometrist 

TURNERS  FALLS,  MASS. 

JAMES  A.  GUNN,  Jr. 

House  of  Kuppenheimer 
Good  Clothes 


TURNERS  FALLS,  MASS. 


M.  E.  SULLIVAN,  D.  D.  S. 

DENTIST 

Burtt  Block,  Turners  Falls,  Mass, 


WHETHER  YOU  NEED  NEW 
SHOES,  OR  WANT  YOUR 
OLD  SHOES  TO  LOOK  LIKE 
NEW 

CALL  AT 

PFERSICK  BROS. 

THIRD  ST. 


BE  SURE  AND  COME  TO 
THE  JUNIOR  PRIZE 
SPEAKING  CONTEST 
COMING  SOON 


GEO.  STARBUCK 
& SONS,  Inc. 

Plumbing  and  Heating  a 
Specialty 


AVE.  A,  TURNERS  FALLS,  MASS. 


Greenfield  Buick 
Company 

BUICKS  G.  M.  C.  TRUCKS 

Miles  Street 
GREENFIELD 


PLEASE  PATRONIZE  THE  ADVERTISERS 
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1872 — 1923 

Crocker  Institution  for 
Savings 

Turners  Falls,  Mass. 

Incorporated  1869 

PORTER  FARWELL,  President. 
ALBERT  R.  SMITH,  Vice-President. 
CHARLES  R.  STOUGHTON,  Sec. 
NORMAN  P.  FARWELL,  Treasurer. 

Deposits  received  daily,  and  will  be 
put  on  interest  the  first  day  of  every 
month. 

Dividends  are  payable  January  1st 
and  July  1st. 

Assets  $3,700,000 

Banking  Hours,  9 A.  M.  to  3 P.  M. 
Saturdays,  9 A.  M.  to  12.30  P.  M. 


Compliments  of 

BOURDEAU 
ELECTRIC  CO. 

CONTRACTORS 


PASTRY  OF  ALL  KINDS 

Our  Line  Is  Complete 

Biggest  Variety  Ever 
Made  in  Turners  Falls 

Home  Made  Candy  Now  in  Season 

Turners  Falls  Bakery 


WATCH  OUT 
FOR 
NEXT 
ISSUE 
OF  NETOP 

A.  H.  RIST 

Fire  Insurance,  Notary  Public 

56  Fourth  St.,  Turners  Falls 

L KOCH 

Milk,  Cream  and  Groceries 

L STREET 


“MENTION  “NETOP^^ 
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GREENFIELD  GAS  LIGHT  COMPANY 
FOR  ECONOMY  USE  GAS 


Dr.  J.  E.  DONAHUE 

PATRONIZE  THE  JUNOR 

DENTIST 

171  Avenue  A Telephone  138 

CANDY  SALE 

DR.  LEWIS  W.  ALLEN 

EVERY  RECESS 

OSTEOPATHIC  PHYSICIAN 

Davenport  Block 

ROOM  ONE 

GREENFIELD,  MASS. 

SAVINGS  DEPARTMENT 

Safe  Deposit  Boxes  Commercial  Account 


We  want  Your  business 


CROCKER  NATIONAL  BANK 

Turners  Falls,  Mass. 


THE  ADVERTISERS  HAVE  DONE  THEIR  DUTY 
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COMPLIMENTS  OF 

HERMAN  F.  SEILER 

HART,  SCHAFFNER  & MARX 
CLOTHES 

62  Avenue  A,  Turners  Falls 


C A.  DAVIS 

DEALER  IN  ICE 


When  In  Search  Of  The  Latest 
in  SHOE  STYLES  Visit 

DOLAN  BOOT  SHOP 

TURNERS  FALLS 
A Good  Place  to  Buy  Good  Shoes 


SHUMAN’S 

DRY  GOODS 
and 

KITCHENWARE 


GEORGE  H.  REED  & CO. 

GENERAL  CONTRACTORS 
Tel.  99-3  Montague  City 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 

SHEA  BROTHERS 
GARAGE 

HAIGIS  & BEAUMIER 

EXPRESS,  TRUCKING  and 
PIANO  MOVING 

Turners  Falls,  Mass. 

CHANDLER 

TWENTIETH  CENTURY 
4-DOOR  SEDAN 


$1620  DELIVERED 


TURNERS  FALLS  GARAGE 
R.  E.  Chamberlin,  Prop. 


HOOD’S  PHARMACY 

FOR 

MURRAY’S  CHOCOLATES 

Cor.  of  Avenue  A and  Fourth  Street 


GREENFIELD  FLORAL  CO. 

Say  It  With  Our  Flowers 
Stores: 

106  Ave.  A,  Turners  Falls,  Tel.  244-2 
14  Federal  St.,  Greenfield  Tel.  435-W 


GIVE  THEM  A BOOST 


30 


NETOP  ADVERTISERS 


MONTAGUE  REPAIR  SHOP 

OPPOSITE  MONTAGUE  INN 

Texaco  Gas,  Oil  and  Grease  Automotive  Supplies 

MONTAGUE,  MASS. 


Compliments  of 

W.  H.  EDDY 

Blacksmith 

MONTAGUE,  MASS. 


E.  E.  BUCKMASTER 

GROCERIES,  MEN’S  WEAR, 
Boots  and  Shoes 

Tel.  289.3 
Montague,  Mass. 


MONTAGUE  GARAGE 

BATTERY  REPAIRING 
Socony  Auto  Service 
ACCESSORIES  REPAIRING 


L.  S.  FIELD 

General  Merchandise 

MONTAGUE,  MASS. 

ETTA  FIELD 

DRY  GOODS,  STATIONERY 
SCHOOL  SUPPLIES 
RUBBERS 

MONTAGUE,  MASS. 
COMPLIMENTS  OF 

C.  KOCH 
GROCER 

Montague  City 


Satisfied  Customers  Are  Our  Best  Advertisements 
MONTAGUE  MARKET 

G.  H.  HOYLE,  Prop.  - MONTAGUE 


Stationery 

Kodak 

Supplies 

Insurance 


FLOYD  F.  BEALS 

Soda^  Cigars,  Candy 

Tel.  Greenfield  662-22 
MONTAGUE,  MASS. 


Patent 

Medicines 

Rubber  Goods 

Sick  Room 
Supplies 


PATRONIZE  THE  ADVERTISERS 
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Greenfield  Electric  Light 

and  Power  Company 

# 

SER  VICE 


Turners  Falls,  Massachusetts 


GEORGE  H.  SMITH 

COAL  AND  WOOD 
Local  and  Long  Distance  Moving 
and  Trucking 

Office;  15  Bridge  St.,  Tel.  34-3 

House:  18  Grand  Ave.  Tel.  34-4 
MILLERS  FALLS 
“BY  TRUCK” 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 

J.  C.  DEANE 

Paper  Hanging  and  Painting 

MILLERS  FALLS 


E.  J.  MILLER 

MEATS,  GROCERIES  AND 
PROVISIONS 

Telephone  26  Millers  Falls 


JOHN  MACKIN 

COAL,  WOOD,  ICE 
LONG  DISTANCE  TRUCKING 
AND  MOVING 
MILLERS  FALLS 
Tel.  House  22-3 
Office  22-2 

H.  L.  McCullough  & co. 

Auto  and  Electrical  Supplies 

Exide  Storage  Batteries 

MILLERS  FALLS,  MASS. 


Compliments  of 

H.  J.  WARD 

MILLERS  FALLS 


GIVE  THEM  A BOOST 
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JfoHN  »R>ussell  Cutlery  Company 


• *F^ussell 

GREEN  RIVER  WORKS 

TURNERS  FALLS,  MASS.,  U.  S.  A. 


THE  ADVERTISERS  HELPED  YOU 


